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| In MEMORY of the late 
| wa 2 
Duke of MARLBOROU( 
By Arthur d Auers, L. L. B. Chap lain to His —— the Lord 
Carteret, Lord . of Ireland. 
Ducunt et Rutulo perfuſos Sanguine Currus, | 
Poft Bellator equus poſitis inſignibus Aithoun * 
I lacrymans guttiſq, hnmectat grandibus Ora. 
Haſtam alij galeamq;, ferunt- 
tum meffa Phalanx Teucriq, ſequuntur 
Tyrrhenig, Duces, et verſis Arcades armin. 
| ——Sabve Aiernum mihi, maxume Palas 
Amun vale. * e 
15 8 . 1 VIRG. 
| DUB L. IN: 
| 2 at the 3 
LE Efe 


* 
* 
7 ,; 


—* tp 


2 » Bit” - 3 * 9 
: — hs 2 a8 _— - 
— CRM nes > - _—_ 


WS 


26.4 
Praga 


A 


by 


2 ˙ end ao 


— 


EE 


r 
8 
OS rr 


2 


XY. 
E. 
Y 


: "58 4 


[I 
1 


£ 
9 * 
re 


e 


e 


2 


r. 


** 
ICE 
8 I. 5 


F 3 
n 

2 r * 

e 


= 


% 


4 p 0 
LAPS Dor 


5 = Xo. WE 
FEE OE 


Ia 


S 


Mae 5 ** 


N 


8 2 
1 * 
4 * 
r 
2 
* 1 
—— i 


4 


| 


4 
* 


ww 


OW oO ——_—_ 


2 
: 


n & 


* 


og, Rot writing 4 
Poet, as the? it Were iftcenfiſtent Wich e 
Gravity of my Function, finck I have © 
| Zreat a Prevedent as the fate Bifhep Saw 
© dridge,viho deeenedit not benkach the Dig» 
nity of his T Charectzr, de arftüſe Hirtifelf tht 
way; for oy Prelate wrote a Pœm oh the Death 
of His Royal Miſtreſs, the late Queen ANNE, 
And the Deſign of the enſuihg Pm, (by me TorfiÞ6+ 
ſed above two Years finee, except à few Incidents töëWards 
the latter End of ir, ſince added, atid then deſigned fer 
the Preſs, ) will leſs need ati Apology; it being to cm- 
plement the Memory of the moſt enluttutiate General, 
perhaps any Age produced: Whoſe Hetviek xploits, 
and uninterrupted Succeſſes abroad, for many Years ko- 
gether, not only preſerved the Balance of Efope, but 
made Great Brita the Praiſe and Envy of all Nations. 
And in the Conduct of the Poem, to enſpirit my Readers 
with firm Attachment of Loyalty to His Tacrtd Mayfty 
| King GEORGE, in thoſe then degererate Tithes of 
Defection and Treaſon, againſt a King, Whoſe unparal. 
lebd Mercy might have diſabled the tribit ſanpuinary; and 
renowned Courage, daunted the moſt deſperate Traitors. 
Some Gentlemen of the Army, and others, (Who 1 
tbink improper to name without their ſpecial Leave) Were 
for encouraging the Printing this Poem by Subſcrfiptict, 
to whom I had ſubmitted the Peruſal of it When it Was 
firſt writ: But I rather think, the favourable Judgtnent 
which they paſſed upon the Compoſirioh, Was father o. 
ing to their Regard for the Memory of the Gear Hero, 
o_ the SubjeRt of it, than to the Intrinfick Merit of 
he Pen. 5 
For I foreſee the Critielts will remark upoh fs; that the 
late ingenious Mr. Addiſon takes up t60 tuch Vo 1 
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the whole 


The PREFACE. 

the Poem: But, as in the Contraſte between him and 
the Duke of Marlbro, the Poet and the Hero ſerve mu- 
tually as Foils, to ſet off each other; it is the more ex- 
cuſable, if in this Particular, T have Mtrefehel upon the 
Unity of Action; eſpecially, as I never once loſe fight of 
the main Hero; but have rather raiſed him to the {tron g- 
eſt Point of Light, by all that is ſaid of Mr. Addiſon; 
fave only 1 in thoſe few Lines which relate to Mr. T. able; 
in which I own my Hero is quite drop'd : And therefore 
may rather ſeem a ſhort Epilode, than Part of the main 
Body of the Poem. 

The Digreſſion to the late Duke of Bolt $ Elegy, 
may be deemed a greater Incongruity : Yet the Hint ſeems 
natural, and the Tranſition to it eaſy, but as I had the 
Honour to be one : of His' Grace 8 e for ſeveral 


e firſt in 
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If the Cti 9 ſhou'd beth that 1 remote foes . 
dents, in Point of Time, are brought together, let them 
remember the Kpiſode of Dido and Mneasin Virgil, who; 
tho! living —4 hundred Years aſunder, are introduced as 
Co- tempories by Poetical Licence; and their Amours make 
the = 7 beautiful, and entertainin g Part of 

neid 

Iſhall only add, as a Divine, Tax to ds Ire thar Offence 
may not be taken at my frequent Alluſions in the Poem; 
to the Heathen Theology, - being the eſtabliſhed Embels 
liſhments of Poetry, and, I believe, harmleſs under that 
View. In which alone View. of Poetical Ornament to 
prevent invidious Cavil, I profeſs my Uſe of them 
throughout the enſuing 3 
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POE 


In MEMORY. of the late Boule of . | 
MARLBOROUGH _ | 
= OT Rival Chiefs engag'd i in bloody Strife 


And for the Love of Glory ſpilling Life; Y 
Not daring Marches o'er the Alps that riſe 


Wich tow'ring Tops of Snow above the Skies; T9? 5 
Not Rivers ſwell'd with Blood and choak'd with gain, | 
| 2 Not Kingdoms conquer d in one bright Campaign; 4 


Not num'rqus Hoſts in Field of Battle join d, 
Nor Cities ſtorm'd, are imag'd to m my Mind. 
r 


Thoſe lofty Themes to plas Bards belong, 
The Pomp of Death's the Subject of my Song. 

While other Bards with ſprightlier Notions glow, 

My Muſe aſſumes the ſolemn Weeds of Woe, 


My weeping Muſe attempts in humble Verſe. 
To ſinZ a Hero laid up in his Hearſe. 
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, The Man whoſe Sword heap'd Mountains of the Slain, * 
Who ſought in ten Campaigns for Death in vain, | 
Who firſt the Fight provok'd, and ſcal'd the Wall, 1 þ 


Who never fear'd a Sword, nor ſhun'd a Ball. 
That Hero now in yonder Hearſe lies dead, 
Not flain in Battle, but ſurpriz'd in Bed. 
The King of Terrors gave, by Stealth, the Blow, 
For Marlbro) could not fear an open Foe. 
Begin my Mule, and for the Leader mourn ; 
Lo! a now in ſolemn e is born! TT EL 
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Nor i is the Hero in gay Triumph bore 

Far. Battles bravely won as heretofore ; 

But to the Grave; to ſee the Field no more, 

N6t flying Colours now his March adorn, 

But Standards (won in Field of Battle) torn ! 

Not the ſhrill Trumpet's martial Sound prepare, 
Nor ſprightly beat the Drums to urge the War; 
But mourning Drums and Trumpets now are found, 
To mix a cheerleſs and a doleful Sound; 

As if they did this Hero's Death deplore, 

And meant to ſpeak the Voice of War no more. 
His Sword for ever to the Peace is bound, 

Which never {truck without a mortal Wound, 
Nor does as wont his Courſer paw the Ground, 
(When the fierce Beaſt Fercehvd the deſtin'd Blow, 
And burn'd to bear his Rider on the Foe:) 

But moves along with flow and-ſolemn Pace, 

As if he felt his Maſter's hapleſs Caſe : 

Nor do rich Trappings grace the generous Steed 
Becoming his high Courage, Birth, and Speed ; 

But deck'd in Sable Weeds, which ſweep the "OE 
He ſeems in Tears of real Sorrow drownd. 


The Chiefs and Soldiers that were wont t attend 
This Hero to the Fight with Sword in Hand, 5 
Inſpir'd by his Example and Command. 
With Arms inverted follow to the Grave, 

As if forgetting to be bold and brave, 
Since He is gone who firſt their Courage fir'd, 
And Love of Glory ſcorning Death inſpir d. 


{ 4 


The ſparing Muſe intends not to relate 

The ſolemn Pomp and Order of the Great, 
Who for the deceagd Hero mourn'd in State. 
Nor means on Things of leſſer Note to dwell, 
Nor will the Number of their Coaches tell; 
Nor will ſhe mention who held up the Pall, 
Or who the Mourners at the. " = 

At length che Corpſe with flow Proceſſion s brought, 
In Henry s Chapel to the Royal Vau't. 
Lo! here this Hero in his Grave is laid; 
And all his Titles by the Herauld read ; 
As the laſt Honour to his Merit paid. 
And lo! the doleful Herauld breaks his Rod, 
While on the Hero's Tomb freſh Flowers are ſtrow'd. 
Thus Marlbro's left among our Kings to ſleep, 
{ Who rather choſe to fave a Crown, than keep!) 
Where the ſeventh Henry choſe toend his Tolls, 
W h like G EO RG 25 tho not o'ercome with Broils, 


And now the Pomp in ſilent Grief return, 
The greateſt Hero of the World to mourn. 


Let Rome boaſt Ceſar, Greece boaſt Philip's Son! _ f 
Britannia's Marlbro has the Two out- ſhone. n 
Their Paſſions did thoſe Conquerors ſubdue: | 
His Foes he conquer'd, and his Paſſions too. 
Ambition was the Spring that urg'd them on : 
He conquer'd not to win, but fave a Throne. 
Buy lawleſs Might they into Monarchs grew ; 
An Emperor's Safety to his Sword was due: 5 | | 
And tho' his Head ſuftain'd a Princely Crown; '1 
| *T was Gratitude, not Rapin, put it on 7 | 
They fought, and conquer'd but the World, t' enſlave: 
He tought for Freedom, which he conqu'ring ga ve. 
The Grec:an Youth deſir'd more Worlds t' enthral : 
. The Briton, were there more, had free d them all. 

: When Cæſar paſsd the famous Rubicon, EVT 
Rome was enſlav'd by that unnat'ral Son: vs I: : 
If Britains Freedom was in fear to die, es 
*T was when his Miſtreſs laid great Maribro by; 
And Liberty, which in his Abſence mourn'd, | 
Reviv'd again when he with GEORGE return'd 
As oft as Marlbro drew his flaming Sword, 
Conqueſt th' Effect, and Freedom was the Word. | 
No Realm ſhall rival Britain in Renown, | _ a 

Which once could call fo brave a Man her own. - 
Nor Ceſar may, nor Alexander vie TE 40 
'Þ\ With him who conquer'd ſtill for Eugliſb Liberty. oy f 
They fought while th' Art of War was yet unknown: | 
He conquer'd when it was a Science grown. 
That Greek, and Roman, might diſdain to fear 
The feather'd Arrow, or the pointed Spear: 
But thund'ring Cannons had they Souls to brave, 
From which nor Strength, nor Stratagem, can ſave? 5 
But Marlbro, Britain's God. like Genera, E715: 8 
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In Lightning plung'd, and fac'd the coming Ball, 
Not knowing how to fear ! not caring when to fall. 


He had the greateſt Soul! the boldeſt Hand! | 
Nor Walls, nor Numbers, could his Force withſtand, 6 ”ﬀ>©coccþ© ö 
Dreaded alike by cow'ring France and Spain, e oe ; 
He ſtill recroſs'd with Victory the Main, 43 8 

Nor ever drew his matchleſs Sword in vain; 


He ſeem d a Species above human Kind, _ 1 { 
Of greater Might, and of an higher Mind. | | 

As, when the Gods the Fall of Troy 75 ads " 
And with their Preſence all the Battle fir d. 
When Pallas with her Spear, and Gorgon Shield, 
Scar d all the Hoſt, and thunder'd thro the Field; 
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(4) 
When ſhe aſcended bold Titides Car 
And urg'd that Chief to fight the God of War, 
And drove into his Groin the Hero's ruſhing Spear: - 
Mars bell'wing fled, and own'd himſelf o'erpowr'd, 
And made both Armies tremble, as he roar'd. 
Such! or more terrible, Great Churchill rode, 
When he at Hoc hſtet fought, and lookt a God! 
When like a Whirlwind he Deſtruction wrought, 
And ſwift as that thro all the Army fought : 
When All, who durſt the furious Chief engage, 
Or bleeding own'd his Might, or fighting ſhun'd his Rage! 4 
Nor with leſs Strength, and Courage than Divine, | 
He leap'd the gaping Trench, and forc'd the mighty Line, oo 
To make him act ſo great, and bold a Part, 
Pallas muſt cool his Head, that fir'd his Heart. 


Such was the Man whom Addiſon wou'd chuſe 
To make the Heroe of his matchleſs Muſe. 
This Hero did unto that Muſe belong, 
The greateſt Hero to the ſweeteſt Song. 
The Love of Liberty that Bard inſpir'd ! 
The Love of Liberty this Hero fir'd ! 
With ſuch a Spirit as that Poet wrote, 
With ſuch a Spirit this bold Hero tow't. 128 
This Hero, living, read that Bard's Campaign, 
And reading, fought his Battles o'er again, 
Reforc'd the Lines! retook ſtrong Cities ! and rekilld the Slain 
He felt his Image in the Page Divine, 
He felt his Spirit glow in evry Linen 
He felt the haughty Gaul to dread his Rage, 
And from his Sword his Downfal to preſage. 
He felt the God-like Feats he once perform'd, 
The Armies vanquiſh't ! and the Cities ſtorm'd! 
And trembling Lewss at Verſailes alarm d. 
He felt the Britiſb Glory blazing in its Noon, 

While He, their Gen'ral, led the Britons on, 


And ev'ry Battle gain d, and carried ev ry Town. 


Had ANN A gracious till to Churchill been, 
As when that Poet wrote his bright Campaign; 
As when the Senate thank'd this Laureld Thief 

And in his Praiſe was all the Nation's Strife ; 

When Woodſtocł by his Miſtreſs was confer'd, 

And by the People deem'd a due Reward: 

She then the Wonder of the World had been, 

She then had liv'd, and died, a glorious, matchleſs Queen! 
She then had call'd the future Age her own! 

And rival'd, or outſtrip'd El:za in Renown ; 

Her Honour then had been without a Stain, 


And Her's been 17 ſtikd — The Glorious Female Reign? Bok 
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Till George ſhall reign, and Auna be no more. 


CP) 


And made Her Chief to lay his Truncheon down, 
She ſullied, oh! Britannzz's Glory and her own ' 
While each brave Briton was with Sorrow ſtung, 
To ſee their Champion ſuffer ſuch a Wrong; 
The humbled Gaul within rejoic'd, and ſneer'd, 
To fee diſplac d the Leader whom alone he fear'd. 
He gives his tow'ring Thoughts the Looſe again, 
And now reſumes the Hope of boundleſs Reign. 


But when ſhe chang'd her Smiles into a Frown, ;, : 


As a grim Lion, of the Libyan Kind, | 
Which had in maſſy Chains been long confin'd, 


And was by Blows compell'd to yield to Law, 


And by his ſturdy Keeper kept in Awe: 

If he thou'd chance to quit his pondrous Chain, 

And by his Keeper's Death his Liberty regain ; 

The Gen'rous Royal Beaſt begins to roar, 5 5 
And laſh his Sides; and ſtands in Awe no more. 
He ſtrait forgets that ever he was cowd, 

And in his Thoughts grows Tyrant of the Wood. 


Yet leaving, pities the deluded Queen; 
And, ſhuning Faction, croſſes o'er the Main. 


Diſmiſs'd, retires great Marlbro in Diſdain: n ? £ 


oy ſtaid behind! and Terror flew before, | | 
dad the World trembled on the further Shore 
The Britons joy d of Victory ſecur dl, 


When Marlbro croſsd the Ocean heretofore, . 8 


As oft as Marlbro wou'd unſheath his Sword! 


His Foes ſtill trembled at-approaching Death, 
Which follow'd if he did his Sword unſheath. 
Diſarmd great Marlbro now no longer frights : 
(A Hero's dreadful] only when he fights.) 


Sound, fearleſs, ſleeps the New-made Gallick Bride, 


Who ſafe enjoys her Husband by her Side |  . 
Sihce Marlbro' is disbanded from the War, 


| She ſoundly ſleeps! nor has ſhe ought to fear, pre 8 
Whoſe very Name did, more than Armies, ſcare, | | 


- . a N Fear, yet he from Envy flies, 


To open Brunſwick's unſuſpecting Eyes, 
And point out Traitors lurking in Diſguiſe. 

His Counſels thus the glorious Cauſe maintain d, 
Which his keen Sword no longer muſt defend. 
But from that Moment Marlbro leaves the Queen, 


f 


Relipsd the Brztifþ Glory ſhall remain. 


Nor will that Glory ſhine out as before, We | L 
Till George and Marlbro) reach the Britiſh Shore, 


But 
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But then! ſhall blaze out with Meridian Light, 
And like the Summer-Sun grow ſtrong and bright, 
And never will admit another gloomy Night. 


Mean while, upon this guiltleſs Chief's Diſgrace, 
The Love of ſacred Liberty fhall ceaſe, 
And abject laviſh Schemes at Court take place. 
The bias Allies ſhall be betray'd for Gold, 
And by the conquer'd Peace not bought, but ſold. 
Yet ſome bold Patriots ſhall that Cauſe maintain; 


Steele for that Cauſe ſhall draw his manly Pen, 


And by his Criffs envy'd Glory gain. 
How do's his pleaded Senſe and Courage ſhine, 
While he aſſerts the Hanoverian Line? 
How are we touch'd with his Pathetick Strain, 


While for the Catalans he do's complain, 
And draws our Tears for them, but draws them oh! i in vain! 


*Tis hard to tell if more their Fate we mourn, 
Or if their baſe Deſerters more we ſcorn. 


How do's his Eloquence ſhake Duntirk's Walls, 


ByMines not ſap d, not breach'd by Cannon Balls? 
7 hen each true Briten muſt Compaſſion feel, 


To ſee with falling Dunkirk falling Steele. 


'Tis hard to fay, if more his Speech we priz/d, 


Or thoſe who ſilenc'd him we more deſpis d. 


Yet now that factious Spite and Pow'r are paſty 
We ſee the Merit of that Patriot laſt, 
And circling Glory round his Labours caſt. 

To Steele we owe the Manners of the Age: 
To him we owe the Chaſtneſs of the Stage. 

O! cou'd my Muſe the Fame he merits wwe! 
But Steele in George's Character ſhall live! 


And in his Conſcious Lovers lateſt Time ſurvive. 


The Engliſh Bard, who wrote the great Campaign, 
And ſung of Churchill in a God. like Strain; 


Shall raiſe his Buskin d Romans from the Dead, 


The Cauſe of dying Liberty to plead, 


And, to ſhame HBritiſb Slaves, ks Divine Cato bleed. 


What greater Glory cou'd theſe Two receive? 
What greater Pleaſure cou'd they take and give? 
This Hero's Acts ſuppli'd that Poet's Thought: 
One ſweetly fung, what th' other God-like fought. 
This Hero drew his Sword; that Bard his Pen, 
The glorious Cauſe of Freedom to maintain, 


And neither drew the Sword, or Pen, in vain. 


'That Poet ſung this Hero's deathleſs Praiſe, 


The Hero living did ae the Lays: 


And 


And both 1 this mutual Happineſs, 
This praiſing beſt ; That beſt deſerving Praiſe. 


| But oh! Theſe Genij, whom the World adord 
For the beſt Pen, and for the keeneſt Sword. 
| Whoſe Wit, and Valour, were ſo late admir d, 
Are now alas from among Men retir'd. | 
That Bard, whoſe Pen could give immortal Fame, | 
Lives now in nothing but a glorious Name. 
His ſublime Notions, and fine Thoughts are fleds | 5 | 4 
Which he ſo eaſy writ, and we fo eager read, © 8 
And Addiſon now lies among th' Unthinking Dead. 
Yet O! methinks the Bard revives again 
In his own Tickle's never dying Strain 
For thee what Tears do from thy Tickle flow ? 
For thee what Grief ! what Friendſhip does he ſhow ? 
a In what ſtrong Colours, Tickle, doſt thou paint 
1 That living Patriot! and that dying Saint 
| Nor does the very Grave break off thy View, * 
But ſtill thy Addiſon thou doſt purſuee 8 
And to his fleeting Spirit haſt aſlign'd. 1 2 
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A Province worthy of fo great a Mind, 
Still to regard the Good of Human-kind, 


This Hero, who fac'd Death in evry Form, 

Who ſlaughter'd Hoſts, and ſtrongeſt Cities ſtorm'd; 
Upon whoſe Sword the Fate of — . 
Alas! to Death's all- conquring Scepter bowd; 

And what of him and his Exploits remain, 
Live now but by the Pencil, or the Pen, 

In Knelker's Draughts or Addiſon's Campaign. 

But Marlbro's Name and Glory ſhall furyive + MD; 
As long as Colours, or as Ink can live © (non 
His Godlike Deeds in Ages yet to come, 0 8 


Or ſhall be limn'd, or woven in the Loom, 8 

I To pleaſe the gazing Eye, and grace the ſtately Room. 

* And young Commanders, as they ſhall behold 35 

This Hero ſtill victorious, ſhall grow great and bold. © 

„ The Picture ſhall their future Conduct form, ; 

3 Inſtruct their Heads, and make their Spirits warm, 

And teach them how to fight, and how to ſtorm; 

Make them expert in ev'ry martial Art, 
To act the Leader's, and the Soldier's Part. {0D SLE iN 
They'll learn from Maribro to deſpiſe all oddꝓmGGee. 1 
Truſting a righteous Cauſe unto the fav ring Gde. 5 


That they muſt all to native Duſt return, 


O! wretched Fate of Mortals that are born. 4 
And lie promiſcuous in one common Urn. 


(S) 
That Mar,bro' and Addiſon ſhou'd yield to Death, 
And hold their mighty Souls by common Breath, 


But hence! ye vulgar Plaints, and Thoughts profane! 
We mourn their breathleſs Bodies, not the Tathlof: Men. 
Tho! Death that groſſer Part of them muſt have, 
Immortal are their Souls, and ſpurn the Grave. 

This God like Hero and that matchleſs Bard 

Tho loſt to us, are to the Stars prefer d, 

And for their Love of Liberty enjoy tkeir due t 
Methinks! I ſee ſome condeſcending God . 
Smiling, reſume thoſe Souls which they beſtow'd 

For Mankind's Pleaſure, and for Mankind's Good. 
Methinks ! I ſee the heav'nly Hoſt to throng, 

And gaze npon them as fl with along, _ 

And welcome their Arriva with a biful rs. 


Lo! Addiſon Sunne; oins s che Choir, 

And while he ſings the living: Hoſts admire : 
They liſten, for a while, to him alone, 
Wond'ring to hear themſelves to be out-done, _ 
Wond'ring to hear in Heav'n à more ſeraphic Tune. 
They wonder: but not envy, at his Voice, 
For ſtill the Bleſs d at Others Good rejoice, 
Lo! now ſee by Mars awful Shade, 

A Compliment to Addiſon is paid. 
And for him Room twixt him and Homer made. 
Mark! Homer too puts on a ſolemn Smile, 
To greet the Genius of the Britiſh Iſſe. 
In whom they find, with Wonder, to conſpire 
Both Virgils Majeſty, and Homer's Fire 

To make the Briton perfect and entire. 
Who had, of Both, in this Reſpect, the odds, 
That he lov'd Virtue, and rever'd the Gods; 
Nor one looſe Image, or one Thought profane, 
Seap'd ever from his gel and Holy. Pen. . 


Stern, like a Waxthe, Marlbro firſt appears, 
But milder grows as he attentive hears. | 
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In ſoft Celeſtial Muſic's melting Charms 

I ſee him loſe the dreadful Thoughts of Arms. 

He now relents the ſhedding human Blood, 

But that he ſaw *twas-for his Country's 8 

Sees! *twas expedient ſome. be made to die 

For ſuch a Public Good as ſacred Libert 

Lo! with what Rapture does great Nass meet 
The Shade of Marlbro, whom he burns to greet: 
Nad. raiſe the Hero proſtrate at his Feet: 
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In mutual cloſe Embraces are they warm'd, 

So loves the King the Hero whom he form'd ! 

So joys to meet a Soul ſo like his Own, | 1 
Who ſtill the Cauſe of Freedom carry'd on, . 8 
And crown'd the glorious Work Naſſau begun. I 


| Naſſau with Tranſport is by Maribro told 


That glorious George does now the Scepter hold; 


Who's early Worth was unto William known, 


And deem'd deſerving of Britannza's Crown. 
But Hritain more than George to William ow'd, 5 
Who ſuch a Gift on ſuch a Prince beſtow'd, 5 
To George for Trouble! but to them for Good. 

For unto Naſſau Marlbro ſtill complains 

Some Britons madly are in love with Chains ; 

And rather wou'd endure a Tyrant's Yoke, 

Than George's righteous gentle Scepter brook ! 


Ihe like Diſguſt, O Filliam, heretofore 


To thee, their great Deliverer, they bore. 
O Britons ! how are ye by Fury drivn? 


Deprivd of Reaſon ! and forſook of Heav'n * 
O yet be wiſe! and your mad Treaſons ceaſe ! 


Retrieve your Reaſon! and return to Peace. 
How can you aim at George a trait'rous Stroke, 
When he torgives as faſt as ye provoke? _ 


What Heart can ſtab that looks him in the Face 
Where Mercy reigns with ev'ry Royal Grace? 


Urge not too far a wretched deſp'rate Cauſe ; 


Tho George be mild, yet dread the angry Laws. 
James, whom ye'd ſerve, and George whom ye d oppoſe, 


Are neither equal Friends, nor equal Foes. 


Your darling Fames, already has been try'd, 
Without Succeſs, or Courage of his Side; 


For tho he had a triple Crown in Sight, 
The Daſtard fled; nor durſt ſuſtain the Fight. 


So Venus, coming to Aneas aid, 
When wounded by the Hand of Diomede,; 
The Goddeſs frighted, durſt not ſtand the Fray, 
But ſhrieking, dropt her Son, and run away; 


Fove ſmiling, ſtroak'd her Cheeks, and wip'd her Tears, 237 2, 


And told her, ſhe was form'd for ſofter Wars. 


Not ſo is Royal George, with Lawrels crown'd,: 


And for his Feats in Arms thro? all the World renown'd. 
Let Superſtition dread his conqu ring Steel, _. 
Which th' Infidel erſt while was taught to feel! 
George ſtop'd the Houſe of Bourbor's mad Carreer, 


And Auſtria's Sons learn'd all the Art of War. 
Shall puny Rebels ſuch a Monarch brave, 
And ſnatch the Crown th NG - Klan —_— i :; * 
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No! George, tho' merciful, provok'd, is brave, 


And can, in Arms, deſtroy, whom he had rather ſave. 
In Council cool, in Action he is warm, 
Wile to direct, and active to perform, 


Like gentle Winds, which, rows'd, become a furious Storm ! 


George is the Champion of the Britiſh Iſle, 
The Name of George, Britannia's Foes ſhall foil: 
The Father's Spirit in his Offspring glows, 
The Royal Prince an equal Ardor ſhews, 

And either George ſhall trample all their Foes! 


Nor ſhall that Royal Pair, the Sire and Son, 


Stand in the Cauſe of, Liberty alone. 
Tho' ſome with ſlaviſh Notions are poſleſed, 


Yet Marlbro's Pattern has inſpir'd the reſt, 
And F reedom glows 1 in. each true Briton's Breaſt. 


Cadozan | ſtill to living Marlbro dear, 


succeeds him, taught in e\'ry Art of War; 
This Leader in his Maſter's Steps purſues, 


A Dread to Foreign, and Domeſtick Foes ! 


His gen'rous Soul all laviſh Thoughts diſdains: 
And threatens Rebels with inglorious Chains. 


If Rebels ſtir! let Wills his Sword but draw, 


And Pre/ton's Fate ſhall keep them till in Awe ; 


Nor may they hope to ſcape his furious Blade, 


While truſty Le can lend his Aid. 


The Highland Clans mouth 3 to rile in vain; 


If they forget the Battle of Dunblam, 
Fierce Argyle burns to rout them o'er again. 


Bolton, aſpiring unto Wik ſbire's Fame, 


: Deteſts a Traitor's, and a Rebel's Name. 


The Love of Loyalty his Coat adorns ! 


The Love of Loyalty his Boſom warms: 
His * Daggers ſtrike with an unerring Blow, | 


A ſecret Traitor, or an open Foe. 


George well has grac'd him with the loyal star; 
That Honour does to Bolton's Name adhere, 
The Son nowWẽ wears it, as his Sire did wear 


But oh! while I his Sire's dear Name rehearle, 


My ſwelling Eyes guſh out a Flood of Tears. 


While I the Son's encreaſing Worth admire, 


I may lament the Exit of the Sire. 
The grateful Bard can only now commend. : 


That ſtancheſt Patriot once his trueſt Friend. 


_ #- He bears Three Daggers. 
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The grateful Bard in Anguiſm may de plore, 


That trueſt Friend and Patron is no more ! 


Theſe Tears are (O lamented Shade!) your Due: 


For you theſe Tears with true Concern do flow ! 
"Tis all I can diſcharge, of all I owe ! 

Ev'n Royal George for Bolton ſheds a Tear | 

To George and William, Bolton ſtill was dear! 
And now he's Marlbres and Naſſau's Compeer. 
I ſee, condoling, his fair Widow mourn; 5 


Her very Weeds the matchleſs Fair adorn; 
And Sorrow triumphs when by her *tis worn. 


She ſeems in Black, with Tears of Sorrow wet, 


A Venus le from a S Jet. 
O too profuſe in Grief! Thy Tears forbear ! 


Thy Bolton lives, while thy Naſſau is here, 

Good! like his Father; like his Mother, fair! | 
While Naſſau draws for George his gallant Sword, 
The Name of Naſſau is— th inſpiring Word. 


Nor ſhall young Blandford paſs without his Praiſe; | 


Sacred to Maribro's Race are theſe my Lays. 
Lo! the Youth riſes to his Grandſire's Fame! 


And future Deeds ſhall equal Worth proclaim * 


Lo! grateful Charles, his growing Merit owns, 


| And, as his Grandſire, Prince of th Empire crowns, 
For him in foreign Lands are growing Bays! 


And George may fee his future Victories. 5 


And equal Merit crown with equal Gifts and Praiſe. 


5 While theſe employ:the Sword in rhe xa Cauſe, 


And are viQtorious ſtill with due Applauſe ; 


The Britiſh * Senate ſhall with Scorn diſclaim, 
To George attach'd, a bold Pretender's Name: 


And his Abettors ſpurn! and brand with Shame. 
No Plots can ſcape ſagacious Townſhend long |. 
And Traitors Bane's ip Walpole's: flowing Tongue. 


Hibernia's Peace from Traitors ſtands ſecur'd, 
While Loyal Grafton holds. Hibernzz's Sword. 


Grafton, who like his Father dares to die, 


For Royal George, and glorious Liberty. * 


Lo! Grafton yields to Carteret his Place: 
Muſe! turn thy Verſe to courtly Carteret's Praiſe, 


By Nature form'd at once to rule, and pleaſe ! 
For thee, O Carteret, how-does Oxford bow, 


And own her Arts, and Letters all in You? 
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* Didſt thou advance thy own Britannia's Cauſe? | 
| * Let Sweden ſpeak, tho Sweden ſaw thee young Res: 
What ſtrong Pert wafion iſſues from thy Tongue 3 9 
Hiibernia too (of late to Murm' ring prone77ꝰ * 0 


Does, grateful, thy ſuperior Genius own, 
And at thy Feet lays all her Murm'rings down. | 
All Factions have diſmiſsd their former Hate | | 
And deem their Satety under thee complete. 
As when the Greeks to warm Debate aroſe, ._ : | 
And from fierce Words began to threaten Blows ; VI — 
Neſtor, the ſage, did but the Chiefs addreſs, n | 
Their Jarrs were huſh'd ! and all again was Peace, 

His Wiſdom kept the murm'ring Greeks in Awe 
And what flow'd from his Silver Tongue was Laws | 
The Intereſt of Greece the Sage ſecur'd, ed 
And Troy fell rather by the Tongue than Sword. 


With theſe the ered * Synod too mall] join, 
To ſhew their Zeal againſt the Popiſn Line: 
They ſhall the Pope's encreaſing Progreſs dread; 
And Idols ſpurn; while Fake is at their Head. 
To G op alone in Worſhip ſhall they bow; 
« -. AG 8 1 Royal George their civil Vow. 
Their Pray'rs ſhall quench the Nation's firegdi ng Fire” 
Their Sermons loyal Sentiments inſpire : FS 
And their Example turn aw Go D's Ire. 


Great Marlbro thus, tho als now a a Shade, 
Does, from above, the Cauſe of Freedom plead ; 
And to theſe Thoughts my roving Fancy led. 
Wherever he ſuppli'd the guiding Clue, _ 

1, eager, did the Labyrinths purſue, 

 Fluſh'd with the Pleaſures of a Theme ſo new! 
With me the Muſe, aerial, upwards fled, x 

Ami bare me to the Regions of the Dead. 

And told, preſumptuous, what they did, and ſaid. | 

Smit with the Love of Freedom, I rehearſe >. da, Y. 7 
The ſacred, hidden Myſteries in Verſe. „ | | 
And if I ſhou'd promote bleſs'd Freedom's Cauſe, 

I have my End, nor will I court Apple. 
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